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" I shall never fag a brother of yours," I
answered.
" May I ask you some questions about this
horrid fagging?" demanded Miss Curzon, and
turning towards me,
" Of course," said I; "as many as you
please."
" Have you got what they call a master ?"
" Certainly; every lower boy must have one."
" What do you do for him r"
" Lay his breakfast and tea-things every day,
and make his toast"
" Anything else ?"
" Whatever he chooses."
a And if you did not choose to do it ?"
" I should get a good thrashing; or, in other
words, Miss Curzon, get a good licking,"
After a brief silence, she resumed her ques-
tions.
" As you have been so short a time at Eton,
I suppose you have not yet been punished ?"
" 0 yes, many times. I got a capital flog-
ging yesterday,"
" Will you tell me what you were flogged
for?"
" For eating in church."
" And what could make you do that ?"
" I had been fagging all the morning, Miss
Curzon; and having no time for breakfast, I